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generations!   No  wonder  Philip,  with Ms   accursed  machines,
found no manhood to resist his despotism in a place like this!
It was at this point in John Crow's contemplations that Mary
and Sam came slowly hack and reseated themselves by his side.
They had exchanged only two sentences on the way back from the
house. Mary had asked him whether they could spare Mr. Weath-
erwax, who worked in both their gardens, for the whole day to-
morrow, and Sam had replied that he thought they could, as
long as the old man "helped Penny to pump before he came
across the road."
John was soon made aware of the miserable depression into
which Mary had fallen. Her profile troubled him by its tragic
tenseness. He rose abruptly. "Good-bye, Miss Drew," he said,
bowing to her from where he stood. "Thank you so much for
having asked me here. Good-bye, Sir, I hope you'll let me see you
again. Cousin Mary, will you show me that short cut to Wir-
ralHill?"
He swept her off with him so boldly and decisively, actually
taking her by the arm, that Miss Drew was nonplussed. "Don't
desert rne, Mary!" was all she could cry out after them. They
skirted the kitchen garden and reached a little gate in a budding
privet-hedge, where old Weatherwax in some wanton mood had
planted hyacinths. There was a clump of these heavily fragrant
flowers by this gate and a lark high up above them was quivering
in the hot sky. Mary put her hand on the latch after giving him
minute directions of the way. They could see the whole ridge of
Wirral Hill in the distance and the girl knew she ought to leave
him at once and return; but it was hard to do so. Mr. Oweii
Evans was expecting him, he explained, by a lonely tree up there;
- and as he searched with his eyes the ridge she showed him, he-
could see clearly a particular tree which stood out in clear relief.
He declared he could even see the Welshman's figure propped on
the ground against this tree; but the girl contradicted this. "I
know that black thing up there well," she said. "I used to take it
for a person. It's an old post. I went up there once to make sure."
"What tree is that? Evans said it was a thorn but it doesn't
look like a thorn to me."
"It's a sycamore," she answered. "At least I think so. Oh, I